# Still here

**Abstract**: _It's a corny concept, but so is the idea of a clock resetting habits that, despite what the phrase "starting clean" implies, usually have little to do with a person's morality._
**Date**: 2015-12-31 22:00
**Location**: Otay Ranch, Chula Vista, California
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[![My birth year, displayed in treadmill miles.](https://archive.org/download/kris.eu.org_1990/1990.JPG "1.990")](https://www.flickr.com/photos/130606993@N03/23799351360/ "View '1.990' on Flickr")

[![The new year, displayed in treadmill minutes.](https://archive.org/download/kris.eu.org_2016/2016.JPG "20:16")](https://www.flickr.com/photos/130606993@N03/24012435691/ "View '20:16' on Flickr")

The top picture is my birth year, displayed in treadmill miles. The second picture is the upcoming new year, displayed in treadmill minutes. I tried to play on the sentimental meanings people attach to facts, things like distance traveled and time passed. It's a corny concept, but so is the idea of a clock resetting habits that, despite what the phrase "starting clean" implies, usually have little to do with a person's morality.

_Twenty-fifteen_ sounds unreal, too divisible-by-five, too _Zenon: Girl of the 21st Century_. I staggered through much of twenty-fifteen sobbing over my first nursing job and tweeting storms of self-hatred into many a late-night abyss. Then I got a second nursing job, fell into an apathetic yet beneficial treadmill routine, and was reminded that it's possible to feel worthless even when you're kind of getting better--possible and, in my case, expected.